people in the theatre. Hide them in a locked room as if death
were something to be ashamed of. All they think of is their
confounded opera. The show must go on. Why must the
show go on? What's so important about a show that it must
go on? Who cares, who on earth cares whether the show
goes on, but we who are in the show? Why can't a blind
man stay at home and make the best of it? Why has he to
crawl on to the stage and break his neck? Why have I to
sing Carmen when I should be with my girl to take care that
she doesn't swallow down a tube full of veronal? Why must
I chase around the world and never have time to do the
things I want to do? If I don't sing Carmen someone else
will, some new star, some young singer. Aha, Katinka, that
hurts, but let's think straight for once. Some day I'll be
where Sasha is now. What will be left of me? Will they
put on my gravestone: ' She was a good trooper, she kept
on singing after her voice had gone?' Oh, enough of this
philosophizing. You are what you are and you can't become
something else just because an old friend dies with grease-
paint on his face. Come to think of it, he was not old; he
was younger than I am. In 1928, when we sang in Salzburg
together for the first time, he was thirty-two; that means
he is forty-three, and dead. Maybe I'll die next week, I am
forty-five. (I am forty-five" Madame thought, making herself
three years younger even in this moment of supreme candour
between herself and herself).

" Supposing I die, who would care? No one, not even
I myself. Yes, but there will be a baby^Katinka. I know,
I know, there will be a baby, a sweet, warm, gurgling baby;
they always smell of fresh apricots, and when you unbundle
them they seem to be cooked in their own steam and when
they are born they have tiny toes and fingers, complete with
little pink nails. Maybe I could take two weeks* vacation
when the baby is coming-*-----"

It was at this point of her meditations that Madame left